CHAPTER VII

THE SIGHTS

ONE of the first things I do when arriving in a new
station is to try to get to know as much about the
place and people as I can. In Malta I set out and
wandered about just as a dog will do when intro-
duced to a new home*
I was fortunate in my seeking, for I met the
son of the late Sir T. Zammit, a pleasant young
man of much intelligence and knowledge of his
home, who, when he realized that I was deeply
interested, and keen to see all that he could show,
took me to many places.
In what follows I have tried hard to avoid the
guide-book type of description, but, as is to be
expected, these sketches of Malta's vast store of
interest must be somewhat disconnected, for I
visited them at many different times, and in various
ways. First and foremost must be Valletta, that
sun-drenched city of great charm.
Valletta is unique in more ways than one. It
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